A REALLY FUNNY SIGHT

a tree.   Then I saw a really funny sight.
hounds had been doing the trailing, while a
brindled bloodhound and two half-breeds between
collie and bull stayed behind Goff, running so
close to his horse's heels that they continually
bumped into them, which he accepted with philo-
sophic   composure.     Then   the  dogs  proceeded
literally to climb the free, which was a many-forked
pinon; one of the half-breeds, named Tony, got
up certainly sixteen feet, until the lynx,
looked like a huge and exceedingly malevolent
pussy-cat, made vicious dabs at him.   I shot the
lynx low, so as not to hurt his skin.

Yesterday we were in the saddle for ten hours.
The dogs ran one lynx down and killed it among
the rocks after a vigorous scuffle. It was in a
hole and only two of them could get at it.

This morning, soon after starting out, we struck
the cold trail of a mountain lion. The hounds
puzzled about for nearly two hours, going up and
down the great gorges, until we sometimes abso-
lutely lost even the sound of the baying. Then
they struck the fresh trail, where the cougar had